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having to do some commission for Rosanette in the
Latin Quarter, Frederick saw approaching a column
of individuals with oddly-shaped hats and long
beards. At its head, beating a drum, walked a negro
who had formerly been at artist's model; and the
man who bore the banner, on which this inscription
floated in the wind, "Artist-Painters," was no other
than Pellerin.
He made a sign to Frederick to wait for him, and
then reappeared five minutes afterwards, having some
time before him; for the Government was, at that mo-
ment, receiving a deputation from the stone-cutters-
He was going with his colleagues to ask for the crea-
tion of a Forum of Art, a kind of Exchange where
the interests of /Esthetics would be discussed. Sub-
lime masterpieces would be produced, inasmuch as
the workers would amalgamate their talents. Ere
long Paris would be covered with gigantic monu-
ments. He would decorate them. He had even be-
gun a figure of the Republic. One of his comrades
had come to take it, for they were closely pursued by
the deputation from the poulterers.
"What stupidity!" growled a voice in the crowd.
"Always some humbug, nothing strong!"
It was Regimbart. He did not salute Frederick,
but took advantage of the occasion to give vent to
his own bitterness.
The Citizen spent his days wandering about the
streets, pulling his moustache, rolling his eyes about,
accepting and propagating any dismal news that was
communicated to him; and he had only two phrases:
"Take care! we're going to be run over!" or else,
"Why, confound itl they're juggling with the Re-
public!" He was discontented with everything, and